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props of the capitalist system. Up against a wall, Matisse^
Picasso; all the works of Renoir, Manet, Cezanne, Sisley.
Turnt he machine-guns on the rotting canvases. . . . He
rages up and down my shabby carpet between the dingy
walls. One might have been back in the 'eighties with the
Social Revolution, like the Fifth Avenue horse-buses,
rolling along, just round the corner. In those days it was
Kropotkin and Stepniak, and Bakunin, and a very young
Lenin and Trotsky, and Engels and William Morris and
George Bernard Shaw. All, except Kropotkin, clamouring
for blood and the destruction of works of art. And Ravachol
and Vaillant throwing bombs, really. . . . Times, of course,
were much worse then. There was more real starvation and
conditions all round, except for the comfortable, were
mournfully insupportable.
. . . Yes, I must have listened to that sort of talk for
very nearly two generations. But in those days there were
the States to go to!
. . . He goes on with his spring torrents of soft vociferation.
From time to time I put my one question. He listens like a
man coming out of a dream—and continues his gluey blood
talk.
... It produces finally on me the effect of a coffee-mill
heard from three rooms away. I nod and a nostalgic image
of the market-gardens to the North of Paris goes before
my eyes,
"Yes," I exclaim suddenly. "What about the Small
Producer?"
He spits over his shoulder:
"Blast you and all small spinach growers/*
. . . These last few years I have been a man with an
inspired mission. The only thing that can save the world is
small production. . . . La petite Industrie.
"Lenin didn't say that," I said, "I heard him. . . ,"
The young man shrugged his shoulders violently and
wagged an admonitory finger. . . .
"Listen. . . ." he exclaimed.
"For the matter of that," I got in, "Listen to him." He was
going to be hoist with his own Mills bomb. And I read

